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into other lives ; but this cannot be overcome by
repression ; it can only be overcome "by tender-
ness. There are very few people who have not
the elements of this in their character. I can
count upon my fingers the malevolent men I
know, who prefer making others uncomfortable
to trying to make them glad ; and all these men
have been bullied in their youth, and are un-
consciously protecting themselves against bullying
still. We grow selfish, no doubt, for want of
practice; ill-health makes villains of some of us.
But we can learn, if we desire it, to keep our
gruffness for our own consumption, and a very
few experiments will soon convince us that there
are few pleasures in the world so reasonable and
so cheap, as the pleasure of giving pleasure.
But, after all, the resolute cheerfulness that can
be to a certain extent captured and secured by an
effort of the will, though it is perhaps a more
useful quality than natural joy, and no doubt ranks
together in the moral scale, is not to be compared
with a certain unreasoning, incommunicable rap-
ture which sometimes, without conscious effort or
desire, descends upon the spirit, like sunshine after
rain. Let me quote a recent experience of my
own which may illustrate it.
A few days ago, I had a busy tiresome morn-
ing hammering into shape a stupid prosaic passage,
of no suggestiveness ; a mere statement, the only
beauty of which could be that it should be abso-